no            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

I           The next thing to be done was to start

i        myself.     Mr.   A------  kindly  ofifered  to  go

with me half-way, as it was then four o'clock,
I and only two hours of daylight left. Off we
; started, he on the most extraordinary pony
j I have ever seen, that looked as though it
I might fall down at any moment, and I on
! a small Manipuri pony I had taken with me
! up in the hills. We started off galloping,
j and went as hard as we could for six miles.
; I hoped that about seven miles from Sylhet
j I should find a pony-trap waiting for me
I which a planter had ofifered to send to meet
i me, so I did not spare my small steed, as
I knew he would not think anything of
twelve miles.

By the time we got to the river, where
I expected the cart to meet me, it was almost
dark. My poor pony was terribly tired and

hot, but Mr. A------'s curious old beast seemed

none the worse. We crossed the river on
a ferry, and then found there was no cart
on the opposite side. It was a terrible blow,